Volume 


Vol. 25S No. 1 Setauket Sample 


PUBLISHED BY TAPROOT WORKSHOPS, INC. P.O. BOX 841, STONY BROOK, NY 
11790-0841 
A NOT FOR PROFIT, LONG ISLAND NY BASED ORGANIZATION SERVING WRITERS AND POETS 


SINCE 1940 


Taproot 


Vol. 25S, No. 1 


Taproot Writer Workshops Inc. 
P.O. Box 841, Stony Brook, 
NY 11790-0841 


www.LITaproot.Net 


TAPROOT 


First and deepest root. 
Wellspring of strength. 

We, the writers, 

go deep into self, 
looking for fertile seed, 
sowing green experience, 
raking rich imagination, 
always tapping the root. 

«from Claire Malchiodi 


Huntington/DixHills Workshop 


Funding for this publication 
and Taproot Writer Workshops 
has been provided by 
The Friends of Taproot & 
The New York State Council on the Arts 


Draft Copy 2006 for Comment Only by Taproot Workshops, Inc. 
Permission not granted for copies of anything in this 
Beta version. Volume 25Sample, Number 1 


ISSN: Not Assigned 
ISDN: Not Assigned 


Preface to 2006 Draft 


lovely organization, this. Strangers gather and more quickly than 

could be believed become friends. Alright, friends at a certain level. 

Even with that concession in mind, it is a remarkable assembly of 

eclectic personalities who find themselves members of the sleepy and 
elte group of writers known as Long Island’s Taproot Association. 


Reaching back from decades past, an originating core of writers and would-be 
memoir writers saw their vision become a non-profit organization serving like- 
minded people. No functional business structure worth speaking of. No 
marketing efforts deserving of the name. Members join after finding the group 
almost by accident. The aging hierarchy fallen asleep at the wheel as the 21* 
century surges forward without them. In a gross act of disobedience, the 
younger members now make a desperate effort to retain the original intent of 
the Founders in spite of themselves. They throw themselves before their 
antiquated leaders, bare their chests to their own swords, and propose methods 
& techniques unthinkable to previous generations. 


The “Taproot.Net” website is the shot across the bow to awaken those mentally, 
if not yet physically, over the long horizon. Not a gentle thing, this. Political 
correctness set aside. A personal affront is a likely reaction from some; dread 
and disdain from the rest. Yet there is no gentle way to do this in time. Other 
newer members not so committed to the original intent of the organization are 
rising also. Hamptons and Connecticut groups are growing in size, not 
shrinking as is the general membership, and unlike Taproot overall their assets 
are growing with them. They will not long sit still and belong to what is clearly a 
dying vision when they have the capability to go their own way. Form their own 
versions of Taproot, abandoning the Founder’s vision in the process. 


It is against this necessity that those obedient and loyal to maintaining the 
original intent of Taproot have risen and shaken their seniors. They are willing 
to take the heat. Be the straw men to take shots necessary for changing 
methods, not the vision or intent, of Taproot. They will be the sacrificial 
lightning rods, gladly taking hits and knowing that every blow against them 
means the group is at least paying attention and has a chance at survival. 


The shock of the ‘idea’ of a website washes over the board of elders and a 
hardworking but hands-bound and unarmed executive director. The potential of 
new methods and old-fashioned business marketing techniques from this well- 
experienced group of loyal opposition comes slowly clear from within the fog 
generated by the mere mention of that demon technology. 


Electronic files submitted by all members for all pieces in standard types. Doc. 
PDF. Txt. Technical geeks in the group tasked with translating multiple file 
types into a single one readable by WORD or Adobe PrintShop cuts formatting 
time to minutes from days or weeks. No more time consuming scanning and 
crowbar efforts by the director to get a Journal created. Faster. Cheaper. The 
software lent itself to additions of cutting edge free graphics with no additional 
costs and almost laughable effort on behalf of the younger team members 
tasked with assembly of the drafts. The executive director can now look upon 
results and make executive decisions, not get bogged down in mechanics. 
That’s for the team to do. 


he website itself is free, simplicity in design, but a serious presence 
available to a wider audience than imaginable. Poems and stories 
written by members from each workshop are posted, the best as 
determined by each of the workshop leaders. Rotating weekly or 
SO imes not until the end or beginning of a new 10 week session. Info on the 
group, fees, workshops, and tied for free into all the major search engines. 
Links with related writer's blog sites & Long Island resource centers made, also 
free and mindlessly simple to do. 


As sources of income, the website posted poetry stories or collections by 
individual authors that can be sold right there. Automatically using PayPal. E- 
books. E-stories. E-poems. No shipping, save for those who would order a 
physical Journal. Everyone wins. The mechanics of how much to non-profit 
Taproot and what, if any, funds given to our authors and poets flatly irrelevant. 
That will be worked out in what have become nearly useless meetings 
belaboring the merits of producing one Journal a year or two. 


Using marketing efforts known to the younger team members from years in the 
business world, simple chains of command apex at the executive director. They 
make and maintain lists for her of every free newspaper placement contact 
name and telephone/email. Every free blog site for NY resources. Every NY 
agency for seniors. Every contact for local newspapers who are hungry for 
articles speaking to the Long Island community on the existence and - more 
than that - on the merits and content - of the workshops. All free. And who 
better to craft such newspaper ‘Leisure Section’ or ‘Events’ pieces than writers! 
LI Newsday happily crafting their own from our Press Releases. Suffolk Life 
Announcements of the next semi-annual session. PennySaver announcements of 
the new Journal now available and at what Libraries and Bookstores. Yes, even 
at the 23 small & large bookstores on LI who would love to display a now 
technically savvy yet content ancient Taproot Journal. 


Taproot appears on the radar. It reaches regional community consciousness 
after years of letting its strength slip away in the dark. The executive director 
steps back and makes executive decisions, not wasting her energies on 
mechanics. Three teams of experienced volunteer staff are assigned the 
marketing website and journal efforts. Journals are produced more efficiently 
and sold at a profit. A website is maintained and run at a profit. Donors of 
significant means realize our merit. The organization's coffers fill modestly but 
sufficiently to ensure the survival of Taproot Inc and ameliorate the concerns of 
the workshops who once felt their own strength being wasted. Yet methods 
aside, the intent of the Founders is honored, even in times beyond their ability 
to envision on their own. 


It is a dream I have. 


Charlie Marino 
The Setauket Taproot Workshop 
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iiroduchion 


First and Deepest Root, it Breaks Through 
the Sheltering Seed 

dereshisteaeie tes from Claire Malchiodo’ ‘Ss poem 
‘Taproot ’. 


the Taproot Journal is the product of Taproot Workshops, Inc., 
a non-profit organization that brings together mature men and 
women in small groups where the craft of writing memoir genre 
works is learned and _ practiced. Some 18 _ workshops, 
professionally led, are located in Long Island and Connecticut. 
What appears in these pages is the work of elders who, in many 
cases, never wrote until their later years. 


Taproot Workshops, Inc. was founded in 19xx by x y and z. 
Their vision for the organization was a memoir oriented writers 
group, composed of multiple workshops led by a workshop 
leader, each having personal flavors added to the core 


THE JOURNAL 

1 I- Introduction 

0 II - Journal Works 

A: III - About Taproot 

1 Index 
methodology employed throughout the organization. A Board of 
Directors oversees the office of the Executive Director. The 
executive Director and Staff Officers oversea the Workshop 
Leaders. Each Leader directs individual workshops at selected 
venues throughout the region, whose sponsors provide us the 
much needed space required. Workshops are limited to less than 
a bakers dozen of 13 writer to keep activities intense and 
personal. 


As a non-profit organization, we rely on the generous support 
of individual, corporate, and government donations to maintain 
the high quality of our workshops, publications, and website. 


2006 TAPROOT JOURNAL 


For 40 years, we have been proud to contribute to the elevation 
of cultural awareness and valuing of memories. We hope you 
enjoy the works presented this year and are inspired in your own 
life to take pen to paper when visited by your personal muse. 


2006 TAPROOT JOURNAL 


2006 SELECTIONS 


This year’s selections were gleaned from the eclectic works created by the 
Taproot Workshops. 


I. EROS & AGAPE 
The Undercover Delights of Retirement...... Karla 
MayVeEFL.........c.sceeees fs) 
SVM car ctucuncagaranmands es dnteeeeoiscenes Marianne 
PaPiSh tiiehseevies rs) 


II. ON FAMILY 


OV TeACIOS oes genirae tied besa vatescatedes Leni Friedland.... 
eRe tee 5 

ENG. BIS scissors hianteiedeus tabeate tundeh Leni Friedland.... 
Maitats Ors 5 

My Scooter Bike..............cccccececeeeeeeeees Ines 
Dotson...............06. 5 

Lessons To Be Learned...................0e000. Irene 
Johanson............... fe) 


TIT. CHANGES 


Berlin’s Reform................cccceceeeeeeeeeees Karla Mayer.. 
ere D 

Becoming Comple...............cccceeeseeeees Charles 
Marino.............4 

What’s Wrong With Me?...............ccccecsececeeeeeeeneeeees Rose 
Tramutolo............. fs) 


IV. TIME PASSING 


TWo THOUSANG sos ceiver soreseeia Rieteneeee, Jane 


VI. 
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An Android SamHein.......................... Charles 
Marino................ 5 


REMEMBERANCES 


PRISONS tsetse recs tein eaneaninedotaeeauetes Irene 
Johanson............ fe) 

Furst: CigGa@recee icas xi messes aes iacisueseluaaesacdeeds Marge 
McNally............ rs) 


VII. 


VIII. 


IX. 
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2006 CATEGORIES 


SHORT STORIES 


BELAY Cites is socacswienniaieeneeeaes es oes Patricia 
Stockdale............ D 
Icing ClOSCUS ac.siiceevesaccirarendtaaeveases Stanley 


MISIDATION eu pasversetesencuscnsesoc-beaueneesomneads Leni 
Friedland............ fs) 

OM LCAVING o:ccinhs cessaeeddastecvites acersecaseecnas Irene 
Johanson........... fe) 

POVOlile’ Times ccdts asivecsn ict doatedateniudcad sans: Marge 
McNally.......... D 


ADVENTURE 
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XI. IN TIMES OF WAR 


PCE CTC estas niacin lice tosd cn te eee ade intevoe: Jane 
IM SCID suisivedvaawets fe) 

Detention BarracksS............ccccc cece ese eeeeeeeeees Al 
AMISD scisoncoccomscacers 5 
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. EROS & AGAPE 


The Undercover Delights of Retirement 
Karla B. Mayer 


"What are you going to do with all 
your free time?" 

That's the question my 
coworkers asked me once I 
announced my retirement plans. 
"Oh. Lord," I remember saying, 
"there is so much I have neglected 
these last months. My refrigerator 
needs to be thoroughly cleaned out. 
And I finally want to get rid of all 
those spices in my kitchen cabinet 
that are more than three years old. 
The dining room curtains should be 
washed and the backyard fence 
needs to be painted in the spring. I'll 
have plenty to do." 

The first day of my 
retirement was cold and snowy. I 
heard my husband get ready for 
work, heard him open the garage 
door and start the car. While he 
ventured out into the cruel business 
world, I stayed in bed, feeling happy, 
content, and a bit guilty. 

What a beautiful day I would 
have, I thought, stretching and 
beaming about my chance to sleep 
in. But of course I could not get back 
to sleep. My inner clock was still on 
office time. Should I get an early 
start with the refrigerator? I went 
downstairs; it was still dark. Perhaps 
I could use the time for some 
leisurely reading. With a mug of 
coffee and a book I went back 
upstairs and under the covers. Snug 
in my warm bed, I felt an almost 
illicit pleasure with hot coffee and a 
novel, knowing that my coworkers 
had to scrape the ice off their 
windshields, negotiate the slick 
roads, and trudge into the office. 


And so my retirement began. For 
the first few months every morning 
I gloated with pleasure, cup of 
coffee and book in bed. Instead of 
my husband, I had Ken Follett, 
Nelson De Mille and John Grisham 
to keep me company under the 
covers. Cleaning the refrigerator 
and the cupboard had lost its 


priority. 


Skylight 
MaryAnn Parisi 


You are a silent sentinel 

guarding secrets of the 
universe, 
you absorb me through your 
openness. 
Take me on a journey - 

reveal a life different, 
with heavenly caress - 

air, clouds shroud me in 
moist kiss. 
Floating weightless in our 
rapture 

we become lovers meshed 
together as we fly, the earth our 
pilot, 

the stars our guide. 
On this unearthly journey 

we glide through space 
to everywhere and nowhere, 
transformed, 

pure spirit, pure feeling, 
one with earth - this sphere. 
I am everything and nothing, 


man, woman, beast and 
mammal, 
a particle of dust, 

pure love giving with such 
passion: 
I touch beginning of time, 

see the last desperate 
destruction 

that man can fashion. 
You know me, have seen me, 

perhaps felt my presence, 
you must heed me, 

you will not see for 
yourself. 
My skylights secrets are only for 
my eyes. 


ll. ON FAMILY 


Old Ladies 


Leni Friedland 


The wisdom of "old-ladies" 

should be plumbed from the depths 
of those who have lived through 
chaotic marriages, wars of nations, 
inner revolutions of sexism, 
motherhood, job force scrutiny, 
paycheck inequality. 

Defenders of children, lovers of 
men and women; Unspoken lives 
challenged to the core of their souls, 
living the "status quo!" 

No ice-flows to ride into the misty 
unknown, 

Just "old-ladies" living in shadows 
until their last breath escapes from 
lips 

that once kissed children’s cheeks, 
partners' mouths and spoke words 
from experience to unhearing ears 
on youthful facades without substance. 


The Bris 
Leni Friedland 


Removal of baby boys' penis 
foreskins enter them into a heritage of 
five-thousand sixty-seven years of 
generational circumcision extending 
the bond of Jewishness that threads 
itself within a history of a proud, 
persecuted Hebraic culture. My 
grandson's Bris was performed in 
front of joyful maternal family who 
shared this special moment with those 
of Columbian heritage. Paternal 
kinship witnessing, for the first time, a 
cultural happening not understood, 
nor readily accepted, within their clan. 
But, they came...Perez grandmother, 
aunts, uncle and cousins. All standing 
silent as the surgical licensed Rabbi 
spoke and prayed while the small 
sharp clamp wound its way around the 


tiny male organ. Baby boy cried until 
his bottle found the pink gums of his 
little mouth and his baby-muscled 
cheeks sucked silently on the 
welcomed milk. Some faces, of both 
families, looked concerned for any 
pain their new heir was experiencing, 
while others stood stoically smiling 
and soothing the crying baby which in 
turn soothed their own aching hearts. 
When the Bris was finished, both 
families joined together in the ritual 
lunch ending this rite of passage. 


My Scooter Bike 
Ines Dotson 


My new bike was like the one 
Emmanuel used to have. Before that I 
had a tricycle with a'long pole 
attached to the back that Daddy 
pushed because peddling was hard for 
me. I can peddle my new bike. I can 
ride very fast. 


But then Emmanuel got a bike like the 
bigger boys ride. At first it had 
training wheels but now it's a real 
bike. He says it's a mountain bike even 
though we don't have any mountain 
near our house, a hill but not a 
mountain. 


Emmanuel's my big brother. He's five 
and I'm three. He's tall and I'm still 
growing. I wanted to but couldn't ride 
his bike, even when it still had the 
training wheels. Mommy said I'm just 
not big enough yet. 

Now he has a scooter. I think I could 
ride that. I tried but kept falling and 
Mommy said it was lucky I was 
wearing my helmet. Mommy and 
Daddy say I'll get a scooter when I'm a 
little older and a little bigger. 


To show them that I'm almost ready I 
ride my tricycle like a scooter. I don't 
sit on it. I stand on the back ledge, use 
the handle bars like they were scooter 
bars and use one foot to push on the 
ground, then lift it up behind me as I| 
scoot along. It works just like 
Emmanuel's scooter. 


I see Mommy and Daddy watching me 
and smiling. I'll keep practicing and 
growing Mid I don't think it will be 
long before I get a scooter of my own. 


Lessons to be Learned 
Irene Johanson 


During a visit to my son and 
his family in the mid west in 
1998,1 watched a movie on 
television which seemed hard- 
hitting, abrasive and confusing to 
me. It had to do with altering 
events by entering an earlier time 
zone, seven days in this case, in 
order to save lives. 

I found my mind deserting 
the story on the screen; I was 
entering another time zone ona 
larger and more personal screen. 
The span was many years ago, and 


it was a six year old girl who 
looked down from a window on the 
third floor of a flat in Brooklyn on 
to a well lit and broad 8th Avenue. 
Lonely sounds of the night had 
beckoned her when almost no one 
was out there and only an 
occasional trolley car rattled by. 

Across the avenue, a lonely 
figure staggered from the curb to 
the walls of other three story 
apartment houses and back again. 
One foot left the curb to limp in the 
street, and the child held her 
breath, fearing the figure might 
fall, and she wouldn't know what to 
do. No one else was awake in the 
apartment, so there was no one to 
ask questions of or transfer her 
wotries to. The image comes up 
now and then, and sometimes I 
find myself with one foot off the 
curb in my approach to 
happenings. 

I've heard it said that, given 
a set of circumstances, a person 
would act pretty much the same, 
following a pattern. I would like to 
think that would not be the case 
altogether; I would rather be 
doomed to repeat some personal 
history, that each happening would 
have some lesson that could be 
learned. 


Il. CHANGES 


Berlin's Reformation 
Karla B. Mayer 


People wait near the 
pedestrian bridge to the 
Museumimel, the island in the 
center of Berlin where museums 
and the Dom, the cathedral are 
located. Before the wall came 
down, long lines were a common 
sight in this part of the city. 
Everyone lined up to buy bananas 
or oranges or any other scarce 
commodity. But now that 
everything is readily available, why 
are SO many people waiting in line? 
A banner, GOYA, printed in large 
letters and a short conversation 
with a woman give me the answer. 
An exhibit of Goya's artwork has 
come to Berlin for only a few weeks 
and people are waiting to be 
admitted to the museum. 

I smile. How the fortunes of a 
city have changed! Instead of 
waiting patiently for some rare 
consumer goods, all these good 
folks are now trying to still their 
hunger for art. Down the street a 
boy, maybe twelve, thirteen, who 
probably never knew the infamous 
wall, stands and plays a haunting 
classical melody on his recorder. 
Considering the accumulated coins 
in his open instrument case in front 
of him, passersby love his 
renditions. 

Meandering past the 
Saturday flea market I reach the 
street where trolleys, busses and 
cars remind me that Berlin, the 
whole city and not just part of it, is 
a thriving metropolis, and American 
influences are all around. Fitness, 
tickets, and cool have become part 


of the German language even here 
in former East Berlin. A few blocks 
further I spot a Dunkin' Donuts 
sign. Coffee, tea, cappuccino and 
all kinds of donuts are available, 
but no decaf. No demand for it, the 
girl behind the counter informs me. 
Well, just wait until all this hustle 
and bustle gets on your nerves, 
then you too may want a 
decaffeinated beverage. 

I deposit my paper cup in the 
waste bin and step outside. Few 
customers seem to be as orderly 
anymore as I remember the old 
East Berliners. Although refuse 
bins are everywhere, soda cans, 
beer bottles, paper cups, empty 
cigarette boxes litter the sidewalk 
and the gutter. The draft from 
passing vehicles spins the rubbish 
around. Almost like New York City. 

The park with its benches 
near the 700-year-old church 
looks inviting. On the steps of 
the Marienkirche, St. Mary's 
church, a couple of women, 
babushkas_ fastened _ tightly 
under their chins, sit with 
outstretched hands. Geld, bitte, 
money, please, they beg. But for 
the babushkas, this could be 
Washington Square Park. 


Becoming Complex 
Charles J. Marino 


Entering Columbia, I had 
never felt the great 
transformational changes or 
events that I often heard girls 
speak of, and suspected the guys 
felt but did not talk about. Then it 
happened to me. 


I was always the scientist. 
The geek. From my earliest 
memories of promising my mom I 
would find a cure for her arthritis 
when I was 7, I entered a room 
knowing I was the one who knew 
the most about science, read the 
most books in the family, and was 
comfortable in that armor when 
faced with increasingly complex 
social situations as I matured 
through my childhood and teens. 


Suddenly, I entered 
Columbia University School of 
Engineering. Ivy League. The 
brightest of the bright. People 
who easily approached 1600 on 
their SATs and lamented the fact 
that they missed out on a full 
scholarship because of 
affirmative action programs 
letting in lesser minds. 


I entered a student lounge 
during the first week there. After 
a few classes and meeting people 
who I believed for the first time 
were as a group as bright or 
brighter than myself, I found 
myself taking on a new protective 
veneer. Streetwise. Bartenders 
son. Criminal. A half dozen blue 
class personas that helped me (so 
I thought) adjust to people I 
considered above me socially or 
academically. 


For all they knew, I was 
there on some kind of be-kind-to- 
the-mere-mortals program, and 
not because of a scholarship. If 


they did, I never corrected that 
misimpression. It led me into a 
place where I thought people 
would expect less of me. Such 
tempting weakness. Weakness I 
had never before known. 


And then I met Janet. 
Unbelievably beautiful. 
Geophysics major. Shy to a level 
that her sketch should appear in 
the dictionary next to the word. 
And she liked me. And I adored 
her. And wanted to be everything 
she would ever need. The 
academic titian. The streetwise 
man of the world who could take 
care of her. She made me, just by 
her nature, want to be the whole 
person I, in retrospect, had not 
been until meeting her. Life was 
not the same before or since. She 
had transformed me. 


What’s Wrong With Me? 
Rose Tramutolo 


Recently I was privileged to 
attend a wine class at Stony 
Brook which was held at 
suppertime. The coordinator 
owns his own vineyard out on the 
east end of Long Island in 
Jamesport. He educated us in the 
differences in taste, consistency 
and clarity of different wines 
which was absolutely delightful. 
Six glasses with % inch of 
different wines were placed on 
doilies on six circles. Half of a 
long table had bread, crackers, 
and assorted cheeses; the other 


half had hot plates of tortellini only E-mail signings! I was the 


and meatballs. only person who signed my name 
and address. My friends laughed 
I looked around the room when I jokingly said, “I have 
and noticed I was the oldest sewing machines and an 
person there. At the end of the overlocker!” My question is - 
class we were asked to sign the ‘what’s wrong with me’ - I liveda 
attendance sheet. My younger whole lifetime without E-mail!! 


friends and I were in the last row. 
When the attendance sheet came 
into my possession, there were 


IV. TIME PASSING 


Two Thousand 
Jane M. Seip 


Wake up. Great Grandmother! 
It's the year Two Thousand 
And we've all been computered. 
Put down on paper. 

When you were nineteen 

The age of your great-great 
grandchildren 

Are now 

The streets were dusty 

With horse and carriage 
Parading! 


And now speeding cars are the thing! 


Congestion is a traffic condition 
Not a cold in the head. 

No-one really has to travel 

To see Europe. 

The countries are on television, 
A picture box in the living room 
To turn on and see the world. 
Eiffel tower in Pans 

Pavarotti in Milan 

Queen Mary leaving the London 
hospital 

And President Clinton cheered in 
Dublin. 

And here am I 

With Mother, Daddy, Brother and 
Sister 

All gone to your far country. 


An Android Samhein 
Charles J. Marino 


All Hollows Eve, a naming 


ancestor haters gave this day. 


A day to remember the dead, 
those who have passed away. 
What is it then to pass, 


leaving consciousness behind. 


A forgetting of data, failure of 
wetware 
now hardware in its kind. 

My earliest memories Celtic 
family, 

those who raise and teach. 
Providing for needs I knew not I 
needed, 

for consciousness be 
reached. 
Now I look back at days, 

when ancestors 

worshiped their dead, 
Dead now themselves and my 
kind alive, 

or so our designers said. 
They who worshiped leaf and 
stone, 

on Samhein remember 
bereaved. 
Their lives and beliefs all but 
forgotten, 

misnamed as All Hollows 

Eve. 

How will I remember them, 

then my kind me in turn. 
With memories now stored 
forever, 

from my life they’ll learn: 


A bright new light. 
A noisy movement. 

Sense of touch supreme. 
Resolve an image. 
Reach for a touch. 

Joined happy with my 
team. 
Words come from me. 
Wishes in my mind. 

Loud talk and silent 
dreams. 
I think aloud. 
I think inside. 


In movement, alive I seelWe want the knowing. 

Not forgetting friends. We want the sharing. 

Not those worth keeping. To be alive be deemed. 
Wireless thoughts sweet as 

cream. 


V. HUMOR 


School Fundraising 
Projects 
Claire Kramer 


No I love kids. When school 
children wash cars in order to 
raise money for school projects I 
offer my car. Other fundraising I 
support includes selling candy, 
offering subscriptions, and almost 
anything to raise money for 
school uniforms and music 
department trips. 

Sometime ago, a lovely 
young neighbor had to raise 
money for a class project. Her 
task was to jump rope and the 
contribution was five cents a 
jump. Who knew she would jump 
200 times! Her mom apologized 
when I offered my $10 check. I 
fell the kid earned it! 


An Age of Innocence 
Claire Kramer 


Many years ago my young 
sister-in-law received a corsage. 
She asked me how to preserve it. 
I told her I would press it for her. 
She immediately set up the 
ironing board. 

I recall my niece having a 
conversation with her daughter 
discussing Ivory Soap. The 
daughter was upset. She thought 
tusks were used to make Ivory 
soap. 


"Oh Gawd! Someone's 
Bunged Up Me 'ole" 


Patricia Stockdale 


Anyone in amateur theater has to 
be a jack-of-all-trades. Actors 
move from show to show; it's the 
workers that hold the group 
together. In my time I have 
painted flats to resemble castle 
walls or ivied arbors. I have 
costumed kings and queens, 
beggars and thieves. Once I 
costumed a whole Russian village. 
We workers put up sets, tear them 
down, and stack them away. We 
seat the patrons and then serve 
them coffee in the intervals. But 
the most fun is working back 
stage. So much goes on back there 
- lost scripts, mislaid props, and 
actors having fits of stage fright. 
All is done in mime so as not to 
disturb what is happening out 
front. 

On one show, whose title I forget, 
I was stage manager. My job was 
to make the appropriate noise as 
needed. Things like phone bells, 
doorbells, or crashes offstage. The 
set was a living room with a 
closet. All through rehearsals, my 
spy hole to the set was in the back 
wall of the closet. 

All workers on shows, both back 
stage and out front, are in touch 
with each other by radio phones. 
So on opening night I settled in my 
place, put on the headphones 
connecting me into the system, 
and looked through the spy hole. 
Some bright spark had hung a 
coat over it! My reaction was 
immediate and not in mime. 


“Oh Gawd! Someone's bunged up 
me ‘hole!" went out over the audio 
system. 

Everyone within earshot collapsed 
with laughter. It took a good ten 
minutes to get cast and crew 


settled down. A couple of actors 
had to revisit the loo. To this day 
they have never let me forget the 
time I stopped the show before it 
began. 


VI. REMEMBERANCE 


Prison 
Irene Johanson 


In 1943 I went to the 
Women's Prison in Bedford Hills 
with a group of women who were to 
give a Sunday morning service, 
music and all. I was invited along 
because I could strum a guitar and I 
could harmonize at will. I was 18 
years of age and felt awkward since 
I did not possess the dedication of 
the women or their experience in 
this area. I was happy to be doing 
"something" while my country was 
at war, but found myself wondering 
what one would feel when the doors 
to the outside world would not be 
open for me. 

Another experience with the 
same small group of women came 
from a visit to Ellis Island, again for 
a Sunday service. The people for 
whom we sang were to be 
deported. I could not know what 
they were thinking or feeling, but I 
did feel a great sadness thinking 
that they had to board a ship 
without the expectations they had 
on their original journey here. 

It did not occur to me that 
any would try to escape. Later I 
realized that there was probably a 
lock-up system. In that time, in the 
early 1940's people left their homes 
because life had become 
intolerable, and now, they were to 
be returned without more than a 
brief touchdown, with less than 
they had before their daring 
ventures to find a better life. I have 
only a few hazy impressions of 
faces, a feeling of "Weldschmerz" 
and my own helplessness in the 
face of it. 


There is also an 
imprisonment that one may or may 
not be able to avoid— imprisonment 
of the mind. Perhaps we all feel that 
in moments, but remembering the 
location of the escape hatch, even 
in believing in its existence, can 
take us out of that situation to the 
exhilaration of knowing that 
freedom does exist on levels we can 
reach. 


My First Cigarette 
Marge McNally 


There I was, sailing on my final 
boat ride to Rye Beach with my senior 
class and my best friend, Lorraine. I 
was going to enjoy this day even if it 
killed me. Little did I know that it 
nearly did. 

As I watched my classmates 
smoking, I thought how grown up it 
seemed. They lit up and inhaled so 
effortlessly that it seemed like fun. How 
difficult could it be? With my best 
friend at my side to cheer me on, I 
purchased my first pack of cigarettes. 
Lacking experience with cigarette 
brands, I thought that all cigarettes 
were similar. 

As the afternoon passed, I 
became more determined than ever to 
light up. My hand began to shake as I 
tried to strike one match after another 
without success. Finally, after lighting 
my nineteenth match, I succeeded. I 
took one long, slow drag and started to 
choke violently. My eyes burned, my 
lids just missed being singed and my 
stomach suffered huge waves of 
nausea. My friend and I just looked at 
each other and we both laughed over 


the experience. While I did not have my lunch and everything else I had 


complete success, at least I did deserve consumed over the past six hours, I 
applause for my attempts. thought about the choices we make in 
My ride back to New York City life - some better than others. 


was anything but comfortable. As I 
cupped my mouth to keep from losing 


Vil. SHORT STORIES 


Betrayed 
Patricia Stockdale 


Miss Hiscock, the principal, did not like me. I am not sure that I 
know why. I was not a trouble maker, I liked to learn, and I did my 
homework. I think there were a few "most willing to help" notes on my 
report cards. I did stand out at assembly, as I was a head taller than the 
other girls. Maybe that was why? I never had a face-to-face talk with Miss 
Hiscock. Somehow she managed to put me down with a look or an under- 
the-breath remark. 


Mind you I didn't like sports. My mother said she could always 
pick me out on the playing field; I was the one dragging the hockey stick 
behind me. Perhaps my lack of school spirit got to Miss Hiscock? 


Also I hated the school uniform: navy blue knickers, navy blue 
skirt that had to cover ones knees, white blouse, blue blazer, and a hat that 
had to be seen to be believed. I hated it, but I wore it. Miss Hiscock did see 
me in 'mufti' one Saturday: a smart dress, high heels, and makeup. As she 
was an old-fashioned school marm, I am sure that she thought that I'd let the 
school down by not wearing the uniform every day. 


There is a saying in the rag trade: "You are not a seamstress until 
a machine needle has gone through your finger." I was learning to be a tailor 
and became a fully fledged seamstress in my junior year. With needle still in 
my finger, I was sent to the hospital. While treating my hand the doctor 
chatted to me about school. I told him that I did not like sports, hated the 
uniform, thought we were treated like babies, and a few other things. 


After a few days I went back to school. It was then that I was 
called up to the stage where Miss Hiscock told the assembled school what I 
had told the doctor. I was mortified. Surely what one told a doctor was 
private? I felt betrayed. My mother was furious. She let them both have a 
piece of her mind, and it wasn't pretty. The doctor apologized, but Miss 
Hiscock was impervious. Mother's words were like water off a duck's back to 
her. 


I did get a kind of payback in my senior year. I won the tailoring 
prize. Our final exam was to make an outfit for a town bigwig or a friend of 
the staff. The outfits were then put on display and judged. I had made a 
lady's suit, with an intricately paneled skirt and a fitted jacket. It won. 


I hope giving me that prize made the old bitch uncomfortable. 


Living Closets 
Stanley Donin 


Read in the newspaper the other day. So and so buys a 
penthouse apartment in NYC for about ten million dollars. After moving into 
this fabulous apartment, that is a full floor of this high-rise building - I think 
the 86th floor - the new owner’s wife decided that three bedrooms will be 
converted to closets. I then took a tour around my house that I live in since 
1970. I discover I have no closets. I am just exaggerating but I did look 
around and the problem is not the closets, the problem is we; my wife and I 
do not throw anything away. Exaggerating again. My wife and I still live in 
the house that my children grew up in. Five people used to live here. Well, if 
you consider kids people. As a family of five, we had the same closet space 
that we have now. So with all the stuff we had then, clothing, toys, school 
stuff, for two boys and a girl, how come I have no room now? The answer to 
this was written above, so if you do not know the answer, you are not paying 
attention, so get with it, I am telling a good story! 


When we came to live here we had three bedrooms, a living 
room, and a den and a one car garage. One-third acre of property. And a 
bunch of smallish closets. That was average style at the time. Our two boys 
shared a bedroom, my daughter had her own room. This was suburbia. 
Barbecues at neighbors (friends) houses. Night drinking parties. In 1970 
everyone knew each other. We actually became friends, not neighbors. 
Today, people live next door to each other without even knowing each 
other’s names. Some of the ‘night parties’ can still be talked about with 
great amusement. I’ll keep this story PG. 


Today we all have children who are older than we were when we 
moved here. They all have their own houses, and their own closet problems, 
within a half hour drive. Some friends of our have children that moved to 
other states. I have one friend whose son moved to South Carolina and his 
wife was so upset that after breaking his cazunes they followed them there. 
Guess what, they are still there but his son and his family moved back here. 
They stayed because they could not afford anything in the style they were 
now living. Not to mention the great closet space. They are retired and love 


it down there. We cannot even think of being away from the kids. To each 
his own. That’s a saying my parents used to say. 


Anyway, I was telling you about closets. 


I took an inventory today. My wife is working and I am doing the 
inventory. I could not do it if she was here. Well let me tell you, I love to take 
pictures of my grandchildren, cars, boats, airplanes, and anything that 
stands still. Whatever else a closet had, what little space was left is gone to 
pictures. I found pictures in a closet from ten years ago or maybe more 
where I am wearing the same cloths that I wear today. The best is when I 
show someone a new picture and they say, “This is familiar, didn’t you show 
me this one already?”, so I say look at the car, and it’s a new car, then I find 
the older picture deeper in a different closet and the car is an older car by 
about ten years which was new when the picture was taken. And they say 
“You still have that leather jacket! Hey, Marie, look at this Stanley till has 
the leather jacket you gave to the Salvation Army six years ago”, and 
everyone is laughing at me. Then my wife says “I love this jacket, Betty,” 
imitating my voice and now there’s more laughing. Even I’m laughing. 


This story was supposed to be about closets, I don’t know what happened. 


So now my grandchildren come over and use the swings, which 
unlike the closets I have new ones. My pool, which is also only a couple of 
years old is still an above ground pool. My grandchildren have big houses, 
and their own rooms, but they love it here at Minas and Papas house. I don’t 
know why the youngest ones call my wife ‘Mina’. Or love it here so much. 
Long as they do. Right now its winter so I’m off the hook in actually doing 
something about the closets, but in the summer they love the pool and the 
backyard and we forget we have no closets left. 


I took the bedroom upstairs for myself. I had an accident in 1997 
and have a permanent injury that doesn’t stop me from most things, but I 
have limitations. My wife sleeps in the bedroom that we both used, she joins 
me for exercise very frequently if you get my drift, I’m keeping it light again. 
G rated. I told you that I love pictures; I have a lot of pictures on the walls. I 
get compliments all the time, ‘there’s nothing like old pictures’ except when 
someone notices, “Hey Stanley in this picture with Alexis, from a dozen 
years ago, you are wearing the same sweater you are wearing today.” “Nah! 
This one is new; I was able to find the same one, and they never changed.” 
Everyone is laughing at me again, even the grandchildren; I hear Alexis say 
to Jaimee - Alexis is twelve and Jai is eleven - “Papa is wearing the same top 
in that picture that he is wearing now” and they too are laughing at me. 


Well, Iam going to bring this to an end. It was supposed to be 
about closets and the lack of space, but you know what? That kind of stuff is 
trivial, and after re-reading this story I am happy to be living in a house with 
no closets. And while I do have some closets, I wouldn’t want a penthouse 
with three bedrooms made into closets anyway; then I would have even 
more stuff saved. 


Got to go now. Bella and Andrew are coming over, they know 
how to work the DVD player and the VCR. Imagine if I didn’t own one; they 
would think Papa and Mina are antiquated. Or ‘out of the loop’. They also 
love the pictures but have not noticed that I am wearing the same cloths ina 
new picture with them that I am wearing in a picture hanging on the closet 
by the DVD rack. It’s with Alexis ten years before; at least they have not 
mentioned it. Come to think of it, the other day the girls were both laughing 
and I asked them “what’s so funny guys?” And they answered “Nothing, 
Papa.” But they were looking at this picture on the overly stuffed hall closet 
from ten years ago and I was wearing the same shirt. 


P.S. When my grand daughters come over they count the pictures on the 
walls themselves, and heavens forbid I found another dusty one of one of 
them. They tell me all about it. 


I just tell them in what closet I found it. 


Vill. SURPRISES 


What’s Next? 
Claire Kramer 


I used to think anyone walking along and talking out loud had 
somehow lost contact with reality. Not anymore! 

When my hearing was tested, I was told I could hear conversations 
from nearby restaurant tables, but not any further away. I told Doctor I 
couldn’t care less about what they were saying. But when a cell phone 
rings in the bathroom cubicle next to mine, and the occupant answers 
and carries on a spirited conversation, I think, what’s next? 


Loss of Innocence 
Stanley Donin 


For the last six years of my 
young life. 1 lived in a narrow 
environment. I went to school up 
the corner; didn't even have to 
cross a Street. We lived in an 
apartment house complex and 
each building had about ten kids 
at least to play with, and there 
were three buildings on the block. 
With the schoolyard up the 
corner, there was no reason to go 
traveling around. My father didn't 
have a car, which was common in 
1945-1950. During the war they 
stopped making cars. All the way 
to the sixth grade I was actually 
confined but I never knew it. 
People think the word ghetto 
means a poor neighborhood, but it 
is really an area of all the same 
kind of people. 

Now I am going to junior 
high school, which is about fifteen 
blocks away; no bus service, so 
you have to walk. All the kids that 
I know now are my friends not 
because of choice, but because we 
were thrown together. Winthrop 
Junior High is in an affluent 
neighborhood. A big difference 
from where I live. We live in the 
nineties. 9T' to 98" street. 

Junior high school is 
different. Some of the kids are six 
feet tall and look 20 years old, and 
maybe they are. Who knows. The 
girls you cannot believe. I never 
saw such great looking babes. You 
can see I'm growing up by what I 
just said. I didn't meet anybody 
yet. This is the first day. Everyone 
in the seventh grade is new. They 


all come from different schools 
and neighborhoods. 

All of a sudden there is a big 
commotion. A girl is chasing this 
boy. The boy has blond hair, blue 
eyes, nothing special, but the girl 
is black and she is yelling at him. 
He is so scared. I can't believe it. 
Anyway I don't know why but I 
stepped out in front of her and 
said "Leave him alone!" She just 
stopped and went away. I found 
out later her name was Mary 
Grace and everyone was afraid of 
her, especially this kid with the 
blond hair (Robert), who became 
my first friend from a different 
neighborhood. He was Jewish as 
you can tell because he was afraid 
of Mary Grace. He was short and 
worked out with weights. I had 
never seen barbells before: he 
could do 25 chins on the bar. I 
couldn't do 4. He had a good friend 
Michael who was 6 feet 2 inches. This 
was the seventh grade; it was like a 
comic strip. 

This was just the beginning of 
a new life for me. Everything was 
different, first of all, you changed 
classes for different subjects and met 
different kids in each class. I used to 
go home for lunch, but not anymore. 
It was too far, so I either brought a 
lunch that my mother made me or I 
went to a luncheonette, called Finks. 
One day Robert asked me to come to 
his house. I had never been there. 
Well. I could not believe it. 1 slept on 
a cot in a living room and my sister 
shared a bedroom with my parents. 
Here there must have been 10 rooms. 
I asked, "How many brothers and 


sisters do you have?" He said he had 
an older brother. I couldn't believe it. 
There was a piano and Robert played 
the clarinet, but he hated it and never 
told anybody. It was a secret which I 
never broke. I said, "What does your 
father do?" He said "He is in 
importing and exporting." What the 
hell is that, I said to myself. I couldn't 
believe the kitchen. He asked if I 
wanted anything to eat. I said "No 
thanks." I actually was overwhelmed 
but I didn't know what overwhelmed 
meant then. Then he took me into his 
weight room or workout room. He 
showed me how to use the weights. 
He wasn't showing off or anything. 
We were just kids. I don't even think 
he know a building like I lived in even 
existed. 

Like I said, he was short. Not 
that I was tall, but it bothered him 
that he was short so he lifted weights 
to make himself bigger. We were only 
12 years old and he was pressing 100 
pounds. 

“Where do you live?" he asked 
once. I said "Rockaway Parkway." He 
said. "Where's that?" I said, "In the 
nineties." He said, "The nineties, 
what's that?" (He didn't know my 
area existed just like I didn't know his 
did.) 

He asked me if I would like to 
go horseback riding. "Horseback 
riding where?" I asked. He said he 
and some of his friends were going 
riding Saturday at Bergen Beach. It 
cost just a dollar-fifty an hour. I said, 
"IT don't know how to ride a horse." He 
said not to worry about that; they'd 


show me how. I said I'd let him know. 


Now I heard the door open. 
"That's my mother." he said and the 
door opened and this beautiful 
woman stood there and said, "Who's 
your friend, Robert?" "This is my 
friend Stanley," he answered. She 
asked if I wanted anything to eat and 
I said no thanks I have to go home 
now. "Where do you live?" she asked. 
"In the nineties." She just looked at 
me and said. " Where's that?" 

On the way out, Robert told me 
I should try to go Saturday. When I 
got outside I saw the most beautiful 
car. I was staring at it, so Robert said, 
"That's my mother's car. It's a new 
Packard." I said, "Your father has a 
car, too?" And he said "yes," not even 
thinking about it. 

"T'll see you tomorrow." It 
was almost getting dark. He said, 
"Give me your phone number." 
Thank God I had a phone. I didn't 
have one a year ago. 


Pretend 
Jane M. Seip 


"Mom, tonight Iam 

An American soldier 

In Iraq. 

If my Dad can be 

So can I on "Halloween"! 

I'll carry my toy rifle 

And wear the khakis and helmet 

You bought me." 

No one could be more astounded 
Than she was 

At her son 

Marching back and forth in the room 
With a grin on his young face 

And looking very much like his father 
In the picture 

Taken with the troops 

And sent to them from Baghdad! 


IX. BEAUTY 


Visitation 
Leni Friedland 


An image in my mind’s eye; 

Something on her shoulder, or was it her hair, 
as we spoke under the blue sky? 

A white flower, perhaps? 

A big beautiful butterfly? 

My friend walked on. 


I sat down in my art-show chair 

and an invisible puppeteer came with a soft subtle touch, 

moved my head gently. 

My eyes found the ghostly image on the warm-tar ground. 
Translucent yellow wings, with eye-shaped dots, beckoned my touch. 


My finger recoiled as the form twitched its last movement; 

Lay still in death. 

No paper flower or butterfly. 

Luna-moth, wings tattered and torn, 

carried by an unseen predator 

fo. lay a final rest in my amazed gaze and admiration for it's ethereal 


On Leaving 
Irene Johanson 


"You never leave a place 
you love. You go away taking a 
part of it along and leaving a part 
of you remaining." 

I can't recall the source of 
this quote, but its enduring truth 
has locked its reality in my being 
whenever I have stayed long 
enough somewhere to feel 
acquainted with a place and its 
inhabitants. 

In time, the visual 
impressions grow dim, but the 
knowledge of the bits of time that 
impressed themselves remain to 
be uncovered when needed. An 
experience in its time cannot be 
fully accepted. Until we step 
away, we are not fully aware of 
what we thought or felt. I believe 
we recognize our inadequacies to 
appreciate moments when they 
are happening, and we learn 
something from our responses in 
time and space. 


Favorite Times 
Marge McNally 


Waking up before summer's 


sunrise 


to admire the flowers in my 
garden; 

Floating dreamlessly on my raft 
across the pool on a hot summer 
afternoon; 

Smelling freshly dried clothes 
piled into a laundry basket; 
Listening to the laughter 

of my neighbor's children at play; 
Watching my newest great 
nephew 

snuggle in his mother's arms; 
Visiting the North Fork 

wineries in the early fall; 
Observing the first signs 

of changing leaves along the 
highway; 

Exchanging personal stories 
with close friends on a relaxing 
afternoon; 

Anticipating an upcoming 

family gathering; 

Smelling cooked turkey 

with all its trimmings on a holiday; 
Curling up on my chaise lounge 
on a rainy afternoon with a good 
book; 

Reflecting on all these wonderful 
times 

as I sit writing about each of 
them. 


X. ADVENTURE 


The Writer 
Marge McNally 


Pen poised on empty sheets 
unparsed thoughts awaiting. 
Emerging sentences gaining 
momentum; ideas struggling to 
be released. 


Time passes with frustrations 
mounting seeking that neuronal 
pathway, 
from brain cell to hand cell, 
from thought formation 

to sentence structure. 


As the unfolding begins, 

her smile grows wide 
At last, the ideas start flowing 
At last, the writer begins. 


Murder in the Air 
Al Anish 


The fellow who kept coming 
to the club and sat in the corner 
of the bar had a name, Dickey 
Morgan, who worked for Ronnie 
Kray to set up a meeting at 
Landau’s Restaurant in White 
Chapel in the east End, a well 
known place. I agreed. The deal 
was he would take over the 
gambling at the club and pay usa 
percentage, he would want no 
other part of the place, and he 
would give full protection from 
any outsiders. (He was the only 
outsider I knew.) I told him I 
would talk it over with my 
partners, which I knew wasn’t 
going to happen. 


It was well known at the 
club that I went hunting. I had 
permission from a farmer, which 
was difficult to get. Dickey 
Morgan approached me and said 
Ronnie would like to come with 
me one time. It was hard to say 
no. He was desperate to get the 
club and with me out of the way, 
it would be easy. A hunting 
accident would be convenient. A 
trip forward and the shotgun 
would discharge at short range. It 
would life your head clear off. I 
usually went hunting with Jonny 
Gammon and his two brothers. I 
told them don’t let them fall 
behind me and I would take care 
of the rest. 

We usually set out about 
four in the morning to be there 
for first light. 

Kray and Morgan showed 
up like they had just come from a 
night club - no boots or guns. 
They thought I would fix them up. 
To be killed with my own guns 
was a bit audacious. I gave them 
two single-shot guns. I had a five- 
shot Browning automatic. I filled 
my hunting jacket with shells. 
When John and his brothers 
showed up, Ronnie looked 
dumbfounded. We set off for the 
farm. 

After walking for about an 
hour I swung around and fired 
the gun overhead and let full five 
shells go. It was like the roar of a 
canon, with flames shooting out 
of the barrel. They both hit the 
deck. I quickly loaded five shells 
and pointed the gun down right 


at Ronnie’s head, and he looked “Didn’t you see that flock of 

up at me and in his sing-song birds?” I’m sure he got the 

voice of a Cockney said, “What picture. No more was said and we 
did you do that for?” I replied, headed for a farm breakfast. 


Xl. THOUGHTS IN TIMES OF WAR 


After the Reading 
Jane M. Seip 


At the workshop when all the 
elaborate poetry-is read 

and one poet with sad blue eyes 
presented his salty lines of sand, 
froth and fun followed by 
"bittersweet plucked at 
Christmas" and a lonesome song 
sung by a wistful one, Finally 
outside leaves have been busy 
and your glance captures an 
orange creation of flaming maple 
you swear wasn't there before or 
was it the sun enhanced the 
brilliance! 


Detention Barracks 
Al Anish 


I was eighteen in 1943 and 
in the British Army stationed in 
Canterbury. I had gotten a 
weekend pass to go home to 
London. I stayed over an extra 
day, and it being a minor 
infraction, I thought I would get a 
reprimand and a fine. But the C.O. 
gave me seven days in detention 
for being absent without leave 
(A.W.O.L.), to be served in the old 
company barracks, which I 
thought was from the napoleon 
Wars. 

I was placed on Artillery 
Road, Canterbury. I have to 
describe the building as it’s 
important to the story. To the right 
of the corridor were six cells; on 
the left side were the main gates 
and a table where a guard sat. At 
the end of the corridor was a large 


room where the guards slept. At 
the opposite end was a similar 
room where twelve prisoners are 
kept awaiting sentences. There 
were twelve bunks and four bench- 
type eating tables and wooden 
benches to sit on. Most of the 
prisoners were awaiting heavy 
sentences. Hence, that night, with 
the lights out, I could hear 
scurrying around on the floor. 
They were removing bricks at the 
far end of the room for an escape, 
which I didn’t want any part of, as 
I was only in there for a few days. 
The following day in came a 
fellow by the name of Ginger 
Smith Featherstone. He was called 
Ginger because of his red hair. At 
the same time a guard came into 
the room with a broom and said to 
this fellow whose name was Joey 
Harwood, “Sweep out, Harwood,” 
and put the broom by the bench 
and walked out, locking the door 
behind him. The door consisted of 
a wooden frame covered in thick 
chicken wire mesh so as they 
could see into the room. The guard 
could see he hadn’t touched it, and 
he called out, “I told you to sweep 
out.” Harwood ignored him. “TI will 
report you to Paget.” Paget was 
the Provo sergeant, a vicious man. 
Harwood went immediately to the 
form and unscrewed one of the 
cross beams that you sat on, and 
put the bar down the length of his 
denims (work suit). When Paget 
came in he headed straight for 
Harwood, who drew the bar from 
his denims and swung at Paget’s 
head. Paget sidestepped to avoid 


the blow which caught him on the 
shoulder and dropped him like a 
sack of potatoes. With this, several 
guards came running in to subdue 
Harwood and dragged him into 
one of the side cells and proceeded 
to beat him with handcuffs. 

Featherstone rushed to the 
door and started t shake it 
violently and shouted out, “You 
call yourselves Englishmen! I’ll 
fight you one at a time!” But with 
all the shaking of the door it came 
away, and he placed it to one side. 
For a moment everybody was 
aghast. Then there was a 


stampede for the door, and I was 
pushed into the opening, where I 
didn’t want to be. With all the 
ruckus that was going on the 
guards appeared at the other end 
of the corridor with Sten guns, 
which were a dangerous weapon. 
Featherstone had by now 
advanced in a John L. Sullivan 
stance and was told to back up as 
he was to be released the 
following day. In the interim, I 
eased myself out of the doorway. 


About. Tepront 


‘A journey of a 
thousand miles 
must begin 
with a single 
step” Lao- 
Tsu 


he Taproot Organization’s 

many workshops, website, 

and Journal are organized 
as a non-profit entity. Activities 
are throughout the region in Long 
Island NY, and _ Connecticut. 
Though methods change over 
time from inkwell and quill to E- 
books and websites, the core of 
the Founder’s intent remains the 
same: An organization dedicated 
to writers, writing, and promoting 
both the value and our love of the 
memoir genre. 


Mission and Goals 


The mission of Taproot is to 
provide a working forum for 
writers. Originally designed 
strictly for memoir _ creation, 
Taproot has broadened it appeal 
to include prose and poetry, and 
anecdotes derived from the lives 
of our writers and those around 
them. Topics vary from current 
news items on politics and war to 
the broader measures of life in 
any society. Its changes. Its 
challenges. The heartaches and 
triumphs of lives well lived. 


About the “Picture” Icons 

The “picture” icons are Wingdings 
typeface symbols formatted in 
white with a shaded background. 
We can insert any of a number of 
symbols to represent a particular 
idea or concept. These are 
illustrated throughout this chapter 
to give you an idea of the variety 
available! 


We can change the shading or 
color as well, as you'll soon see 
below! Shades of grey like this 
Yin-Yang can be used throughout 
if color printing is proved too 
expensive. 


How We Are Supported 


We are a non-profit organization. 
In addition to modest member 
fees of $75 per 10-week workshop 
session, a number of _ other 
avenues of revenue keep the 
Taproot concept and organization 
alive for the past 40 years: 


FRIENDS OF — TAPROOT 
Individuals and corporate 
sponsors who appreciate 
and share the vision and 
excellence possible through 
our workshops donate at a 


variety of levels as 
illustrated below. . 


GRANTS - A number of 
government and 
independent agency grants 
provide much needed 
support in recognition of the 
contribution to the 
community which a group 
like Taproot creates. These 
have included The NY State 
Council on the Arts, NY 
State Office for the Aging, 
and the Suffolk County 
Legislature. 


WEBSITE SALES = The 
www.LITaproot.net website 
allows lovers of the written 
word to download their own 


electronic versions of 
specific poems, memoir 
selections, or even 
collections by a_ specific 
Taproot author/poet. This 
Journal itself can be 
purchased in electronic or 


physical form. All 
transactions are secured 
through PayPal.com, 
making it automatic and 
easy to use. 


@ BRICK AND MORTAR SALES - The 
Taproot Journal may be 
purchased at local 
bookstores in the region at 
the modest price of $9.95 
per issue. A tremendous 
bargain considering the 
wealth of writers and poets 
who have contributed their 
creations to its pages. 


FIGURES 1.1 We can insert any digitiz 


picture here and 


elsewhere in the Journal to add to the sophiim 
of the look. 


These images can remain a staple for all fut 
issues or be changed 


at will by the Executive Director for each year or 
issue! 


FRIENDS OF TAPROOT DONATION LEVELS: 


Donors 


< $ 25.00 


Supporte 
rs 
$25.00 


Sponsors 
$50.00 


Patrons 
$100.00 


Heritage Circle 
$1,000.00 


A listing of this year’s much 
appreciated Friends of Taproot is 
presented along side the 
Membership Listing. 


History of the Organization 


Melinda - Help! What year was it 
started? By whom? What did they 
have in mind? 


And lets not forget a little human 
interest or tall-tales on what they 
went thru to get it off the ground. 
A few colorful anecdotes on trials 
and tribulations over the years, as 
well as a serious paragraph or two 
on outstanding or notable events - 
like author awards and 
publications - would be worthy in 
this section. 


Resources and Activities 
The workshops....blah 


The website...blah blah 


Poetry and Prose Readings to 
seniors blah blah blah 


Online Blog sites & Writer 
Resources...even more blah blah 
blahs 


How to Join Taproot 


To become a member of a 
Workshops, simple fill out the 
online form, the one provided in 
Part 3 within this Journal, or 
simple call our membership 
Director “Ms. XYZ” at (631)-123- 
4567 or email her with any 


questions at XYZ@Yahoo.com 


with your request. Memberships 
for each 10-week session cost 
$70.00 


To become a é $Co- 
Sponsor of a 
Workshop location, 
contact Executive 
Director “Ms. JJ” at (516) 
098-7654 or email her at 
Ms]JJ@YHotmail.com : 
She will be happy to 
discuss existing venues, 
needs, or the workshops, 
and how to_ proceed. 
You'll find many the 
libraries and_ senior 
centers already on our 
list agree that it’s a well 
worth while addition to 
your organization 


To join on of our Task Teams 
involved in bringing the efforts of 
our writers to fruition, you must 
be a Member in good standing. All 
Task team members operate as 
unpaid volunteers, giving of their 
valuable personal time to ensure 
timely and professional 
publication of this journal. Teams 
are focused on the following three 
areas. Contact the Team leaders 
for more info: 


1. Journal Team 
Ms. Vounteer1 


Website Team 
Mr. Charles Marino 


Marketing Team 
- Ms. Volunteer2 
63 
1) xxx- 
XXXX 
llikeAbus 
e2@volun 


teer.com 


For general information, and free 
samplings of our author poems 
and prose, please visit our website 
at www.LITaproot.net Posted 
writings are rotated on a regular 
basis so visit often! 


So today, take some time to sit 
back and enjoy the works of the 
2006 Taproot Journal! 


Workshops 


The Taproot Organization 
currently sponsors eighteen (18) 
workshops’ throughout Long 
Island NY, and Connecticut. They 
are located at the following 
venues: 


Atria Assisted Living, East 
Northport 
phone here 


Bay Shore - Brightwaters Public 
Library, NY 
here 


Bethpage Public Library, 
NY 


phone here 
Copiague Memorial Library, 
phone here 
Deer Park Public Library, 
phone here 
East Meadow Public Library, 
phone here 


Emma S. Clark Memorial Library, 
Setauket NY 
here 


Gurwin Jewish Geriatric Center of 
Long Island, Commack NY 
phone here 


Harborfields Public Library, 
Greenlawn 
phone here 


Jericho Public 


phone here 


Longwood Public 


phone here 


Northport-East Public 


St. John’s’ Episcopal Church, 
Southampton 
phone here 


St. Stephens Episcopal Church, 
Ridgefield, 
phone here 


South Huntington Public Library, 
Huntington Station 
phone here 


Syosset Public Library, 


phone here 


West Islip Public Library, 


phone here 


Co-Sponsors 


In addition to the above 
mentioned workshop locations, 
the following Co-Sponsors provide 
a variety of support or physical 
locations for our workshops, and 
are gratefully appreciated: 


Half Hollow Hills Community 
Library, Dix Hills NY 
{phone} 


Cyber Merc Robotics of East 
Setauket, NY 
www.athenarobotics.net 


The Athena Robotics Foundation 
of Greater NY 
RoboticCFP@hotmail.com 


Contacting Taproot Inc 


The staff of Taproot may be 
contacted via the website or at the 
following address: 


www.LITaproot.net 


TAPROOT WORKSHOP 
P.O. BOX 841 

STONY BROOOK, NY 1 
0841 

(631) 123-4567 


Or via email at: 


Admin@LITaproot.net 


THE TAPROOT ORGANIZATION 


EXECUTIVE DIRECTOR Joan K. Martin 


Magdych, Finance 


WORKSHOP LEADERS 


Robert Dietrichson 


Yulia Trifel- 
Sheynkin, 
Manager/Coo 
rdinator 
Paulina 


Helen Morris 


Frank Seiden 


Lola Ferris 


Philip Quigg 


Lois V. Walker 


Roberta Israelof 
Sherman 

Marie King 
Thiele 


JOURNAL TEAM 


WEBSITE TEAM 


MARKETING TEAM 


DIRECTORS 


Melinda 
Maxwell Wheat 
Pamela 


Your Name 


Your Name 


Charles Marino 
Your Name 


Your Name 
Your Name 


BOARD OF 


William M. Johnson, Chair 
Marie Scheidt, Treasurer 


John J. DeRusso| Lee. E. Koppelman | 
Eleanor Nystrom | Geirge Wallace | 


Phillip W. Quigg | Pamela 
Thiele | Louis Simpson | 


Joan K.Martin, ex 
officio 


2006 Taproot 
Members 


Page numbers indicate where specific author 
contributions are presented in this Journal. 
A“w” indicates a work published on our 
website. 


Vivian Ackerman 
Joan Amato 

Al Anish 22.23 
Ronald Armstrong 
Dorothy R. Astman 
Evangeline 
Aupperlee 
Leonard Austin 
Anabelle Bailey 
Patricia Baker 
Sybil Bank 
Benedict Baron 
Grace Bausch 
Margaret Bavoso 
Margaret Beacom 
Beaton 

Mary Donna Lee 
Belanger 

John M. Belanich 
L. Dominique 
Bennett 

Louise Beyer 
Dorothy "Mac" 
Beyers 

David Blake 

Sandi Bloomberg 
Morton Bogen 
Dorothy Brown 
Lillian Bryson 
Cecilia Buckley 
Raymond H. Burros 
Shirley Campagna 
Gaetana Cannavo 
Kay Carroll 
Richard T. Carroll 
Anita Carter 
Charles Castorina 
Vivina Ciolli 

Cante Cirilli 
Kathryn Conklin 
Maureen Connelly 
Benjamin Copito 
Katherine Cosonas 
Jacquelme Craig 
Linda Cucurullo 
Jean Cushman 
Beatrice C. Davis 


Ronald Davis 
Edward Davis 
Evelyn DeAngelis 
John J. Delach 
Chauncy Dennis 
Patricia DiMauro 
Stanley Donin - w 
Monika Dorman 
George Douvas 
Jacqueline Drexel 
Donna Dulfon 
Audrev Erickson 
Sasha Ettinger 
Edward Fink 
Joanne Finn 

Vito C. Forte 
Shirley Fremeth 
Dorothy French 
Florence Fried 
Leon Fried 

Leni Friedland - w 
Kurt Fuchel 
Roseanne Gallagher 
Jean Garvin 
Florence Gatto 
Mary Arm Gauger 
Joanna Gazzola 
Josephine Geluso 
Louis Gervasio 
Sylvia Ginsberg 
Charles Golden 
Carole Goldfarb 
Eileen Goldman 
Marilyn Goldsmith 
Jeri Golus 

Marian Goodman 
Patricia Gordon 
Stanley H. 
Greenberg 
Shirley Grubin 

K. Naomi Harm 
Constance Harvey 
Frances Healy 
Roberta Hearns 
Richard Heese 
Florence Heine 
Gladys Henderson 


Paula Hertwig 
Michael Hodson 
Edward Hoffspiegel 
Diana Hogan 

Ellie Hrozenchik 
Sheila Hubbs 
Patricia Hucke 
Mary Lou Hughes 
Linda R. Hulley 
Irene Johanson 
Cynthia Johnson 
Carla Jordan 
Suzanne Justian 
Dorothy Kammerer 
Evelyn Kandel 
Lenore L. Kaplan 
Vivien Kapsiak 
Sandy Kassimir 
Rita Katz 

Traug Keller 

Ann Marie Kelly 
William Kiatzing 
Rosemary Kirchoff 
Betty Kirshner 
Valerie Kohr 

Susan Korman 
Bevery Kotch 

Edna Kracke 
Claire Kramer 
Miriam Kroon 

Inna Rae Kurtzberg 
Ruth Lang 
Elconore LaPorta 
Fran Lauda 

Eileen Lawrence 
Charles Lawson 
Lois Learned 
Denise Lene 

Anne Lepore 

Dawn Levchenko 
Barbara Lichtneger 
Cecille Magaliff 
Christina Mahon 
Patricia A. Makowski 
Harriet Margolis 
Charles Marino 
Joan K. Martin 


Karla B. Mayer - w 
Margot McBarnette 
Joan McDermott 
Joan McDonald 
Noreen McDonald 
Barbara McElroy 
Ruth M. McEvoy 
Rosemary McKinley 
Jean McManus 
Margaret McNally - 
Ww 

Dorothy Mele 
Davina Mellevold 
Barbara Mens 
Rosalie Mindow 
Valerie Mischenko 
Madeline Mistretta 
S. Jeanne Monahan 
James Moore 

Carol Nichol 

Anne Novak 

Ursula Nouza 
Eleanor Nystrom 
Sarina Pancamo 


Benedict Panzorella 


Mary Ann Parisi 
Margaret Pestone 
Beverly Pion 

Una Jean Price 


Anne Quackenbush 
Rita Rabmowitz 
Beverly Raff 
Frances Raino 
Violet Rapoport 
Joan Rauch 

June A. Rencs 
Betty Rose 

Lola Rosenthal 
Gladys Roth 

Beryl Rowland 
William Ruzenski 
Lucille Safir 
Krishore Saraf 
Abbe Schaeffer 
Julian Schack 
Anne Schultz 
Arlene Schwen 
Martha Seidel 
Frank Seiden 
Jane Seip 

Anita Serpio 
Barbara Sheerin 
Rosalie Silverman 
Milagros Simester 
Claire Simha 
Rosalie Snugs 
Grace Sobek 
Regina Sonenklare 


Charles E. Squires 
Grace Stein 
Patricia A. Stock 
dale - w 

Harold Story 
Carol J. Strub 
Robert Suthers 
Eleanor Talisman 
Ann M. Tiss 
Margarita D. Tomko 
Rose Tramutolo 
Elaine L. Tyburski 
Ethel Urbahn 

M. Vautrin-Gardinier 
Alice Wansor 
Arlene Wechsler 
Edna Wexler 

Dora F. Wharmby 
Boris White 
Marilyn Williams 
Peter Erik Winkler 
Uldine Wischer 
Lois Wofson 
JoyWright 
Kathleen Young 
Elsie Yurasits 
Marcella Zaug 
Joyce Zucker 


In Celebration 


We celebrate the following 
recent member 
achievements and activities. 


Author Charles Marino, of 
“Dominant Life Form”, 
made a complete fool of 
himself recently while 
Signing at the Stony Brook 
ICON Convention, ogling 
the pretty college girls and 
fawning over movies stars 
come to hawk their own 
wares. 


Poetess Leni Friedland was 
arrested recently for 
indecent exposure. She was 
apprehended, red-handed, 
exposing to public the her 
poetry in publication 
“Lucidity”, repeating aloud 
verse after verse on the 
corner of 25A and Old Town 
Road as horrified 
pedestrians looked on. 


A biography of Lily Tomlin 
during her activist period 
with the Luddites was 
begun by Marge McNally. 
We look forward to its 
timely publication. 


Irene Johanson has begun a 
memoir of her life as an 
exotic dancer in the Alaskan 
oil fields. We eagerly await 
its completion. 


e Stanley Donin has once 
again threatened to publish 
pretty much everything he 
has ever written. The Board 
of Directors of Taproot 
implore members to be 
generous once again this 
year in collecting gold and 
silver tribute with which to 
buy him off and keep this 
particular barbarian at the 
gate for yet another year. 


In Memoriam 


We mourn the passing of friends 
and dear members of our writing 
community. 


Jane Jacobs 
1916 - 2006 


This issue of the 
inal is dedicated 
he memory 
of Jane Jacobs, 
89, a writer and 
activist who 
condemned 
urban-renewal 
efforts for 
devastating 
inner-city 
neighborhoods. 
Despite an 
initial 
reputation as a 
radical and 
heretic, was 
vindicated as an 
influential 


thinker on city 
planning, died 
April 25 in 
Toronto. 
In her name-making book, "The 
Death and Life of Great American 
Cities" (1961), she recorded what 
she considered the human toll of 
urban renewal. One of her last 
works was a memoir of her great- 
aunt in "A Schoolteacher in Old 
Alaska" (1995). 


FRIENDS OF TAPROOT 
for 2006 


Funding by Friends of 
Taproot is comprised of 
grants and gifts 

from donors who wish 
to affirm their 
commitment to 
creativity in our 
society. All donors who 
contribute $100 

or more receive a 
subscription to the 
Taproot Journal. 


GRANTS 


New York Council on the Arts 
Legislator Vivian Viloia-Fisher, 
Suffolk County Legislature, 
sponsor 

Legislator Steven Engelbright, 
NYS Office for the Aging, sponsor 


HERITAGE CIRCLE (minimum 
$1000) 

Fric Lorenz 

PATRONS (minimum 
$100) 

Jean K Bumby 


Gracie Jones 
Lisa Brooke 


SPONSORS 
(minimum $50) 


David Konkas Michael 
CirruZi Steven Hofer 
Thomas Carey Franklin 
Wu Joseph DeVita 
Vincent Manno Helen 
Nicholarus Kenneth Socha 


SUPPORTERS § (minimum $25) 


Eugene Nestor Thomas J 
Ferriola Dan Cacucci 


BLOOD DONORS 


Melinda Sherman Patricia 
Stockdale Marge 
McNally 

Stanley Donin Karla 
Mayer Charles J. 
Marino 


Copies of the 
Taproot Journal are 
available! 
Please use an order 
form below. 


Please send me copies of 
the Taproot Journal 2006 for 
myself/my organization at 
$11.95/copy. 


Shipping 


Address 


zipcode 


I enclose our check or money 
orderfor$ 

Made out to “Taproot 
Workshops”. The amount includes 
shipping & handling. 


MAIL TO: Taproot 
Workshops & Journal 
P.O. Box 841 
Stony Brook, NY 
11790-0841 


Please send me copies of 
the Taproot Journal 2006 for 
myself/my organization at 
$11.95/copy. 


Name 


Shipping 


Address 


zipcode 


I enclose our check or money 
orderfor$ 

Made out to “Taproot 
Workshops”. The amount includes 
shipping & handling. 


MAIL TO: Taproot 
Workshops & Journal 
P.O. Box 841 


Stony Brook, NY 
11790-0841 
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“Flying Beneath the Stars” 
Leni Friedland 


The vision exploded from the right side of my brain, 
and doodled through my arm and hand and brush, 
giving birth on canvas to new familial images. 
Amoeba people. One-celled creations that would 
join each other in a painting series allowing 
my creative fantasies to take full flight. 
Butterflies flew excitedly into the dark sky and a 
amoebic family of three looked up, from among their 
home of tree and leaves, marveling at the colorful 
wings that reached towards the magnitude of galaxies 
beyond their imaginations, wishing they too could fly 
among and beneath the stars. 


